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	1. Broken

**Thank you for stopping by to read my story. For those who have been waiting, my deepest apologies for the long delay. I announced this story at the end of my last big work, "This Doesn't Feel Like Falling" which was longer ago than I like to think about. Anyway, I say that this story is based off of my favorite story, and many of you guessed right. This is my Johnlock take on Beauty and the Beast. I hope you enjoy:**

* * *

><p><strong>Something More<strong>

Prologue: Broken

Sherlock's fingers danced across the black and white keys of the piano and Beethoven's 5th symphony rang out crisp and clear in the morning air. The piano was in tune, the pedals worked, and it shined with a fresh polish. It wasn't a grand piano, just an upright, but the accomplishment made him glow with pride all the same. Mummy had helped him gain access to the supplies and tools he needed to build it. It was meant to be a present to his brother for his eighteenth birthday.

Mummy had been worried about Sherlock hurting himself when he was cutting the wood and installing the wire. Still, after almost ten years of raising her overly precocious offspring, she knew it was better to supervise instead of deny the majority of his projects. Denial only ever resulted in bigger explosions and less access to proper safety equipment.

Mycroft had been incredibly busy lately, getting ready to go to university. Sherlock understood that it would be impractical for his brother to take the piano with him, but it would be ready for him when he chose to visit. Secretly, Sherlock hoped the piano would encourage his brother to visit more often. Music was one of the only things that made his brother smile anymore…

Sherlock looked up when he heard his brother's measured pace coming down the hall and grinned in anticipation. He scrambled off the bench, which he had built to accompany the piano, and waited anxiously for his brother to appear.

Mycroft strode through the doorway with his usual air of imposing authority. He, like Sherlock, was unusually tall, which aided his powers of intimidation. Lately, however, he'd begun wearing immaculately tailored suits which made it look like he could rule the world. If he wanted to, Sherlock was sure that Mycroft _could_ rule the world, but he would always be Sherlock's brother.

The elder Holmes brother strode distractedly about the room while Sherlock's eyes tracked him. He was frowning down at a stack of papers in his hands and muttering to himself. Sherlock decided he must have just come back from fetching the mail. Mycroft had been waiting for something important in the post for several weeks now; he was expecting an acceptance letter from one of the finest business and law programs in the country.

Sherlock fidgeted impatiently, knotting his fingers together behind his back while he waited for his brother to look up and notice his present.

Mycroft stopped suddenly, turned pale, and it was Sherlock's turn to frown. "Mycroft?" he asked softly, taking a step towards his older brother. Mycroft spun suddenly around, causing Sherlock to flinch back. He was squeezing the paper in his hand so tightly it was crumpled, and his face looked murderous. Sherlock took a hesitant step forward and repeated his brother's name.

Mycroft, who didn't seem to hear or see him, started muttering furiously to himself, his breath coming in pants. "This is unacceptable! My marks and recommendations are _perfect_." He hissed softly in righteous indignation before declaring, to no one in particular, "I will _fix _this!"

"Did you not get in?" Sherlock asked, concern and sympathy etched on his classic features.

Mycroft glared at him for a moment, seeing him for the first time and spat, "Not _yet_."

"Is there anything I can do to help?" Sherlock asked, stepping close to his brother.

Mycroft's scowl deepened. "I don't have time for your stupid games today, Sherlock. This is important!"

"I'm not talking about games, Mycroft!" Sherlock shouted back, the hurt obvious in his voice. "I can do all sorts of things I'm not supposed to be able to do! I have for years, you know that!"

"This has a lot more at stake than deductions, Sherlock!"

"And I can do a lot more than just observe, Mycroft!" Sherlock retaliated, and then gestured violently at the gift he had worked so hard on. "I built this whole bloody piano on my own! For _you_ I might add; you ungrateful git!"

Mycroft lifted his hands to the sides of his head, and closed his eyes, breathing heavily through his nose. "I don't have time for this Sherlock," he was attempting to speak evenly, but his voice shook with barely contained fury. "I have to _fix this_!" He gestured violently with the papers in his hand. "Do not even _think_ of disturbing me!" The elder Holmes rounded on his heel and strode for the door.

"Mycroft!" Sherlock cried, rushing after him. "Really I can hel—" Sherlock was thrust violently backwards. He tumbled on the floor and cracked his head against the side of the coffee table. He winced and pressed a hand to the rapidly swelling bump as Mycroft towered over him.

"Leave me _**alone**_, Sherlock!" he roared. "Sod you, and sod this stupid piano, too!" As he turned, Mycroft grasped the edge of the piano in one hand, and wrenched his arm away from the wall. Like Sherlock, he was strong, and the movement caused the upright piano to topple to the floor, crushing the bench beneath it. A jarring cord echoed through the house as Mycroft stormed from the living room.

Sherlock stared aghast at the wrecked instrument before him. The frame was slightly crumpled, one leg was completely severed, a handful of lose keys were scattered on the floor around it, and, given the fading echoes of its dissonant notes, several of its wires had snapped. The bench which had accompanied it lay fractured beneath and around it. He did not register the rushing feet until his mother's hands were one him.

"Sherlock!" She gasped, cupping his face and bringing his eyes up to meet her own. They were blue, like his, but of a warmer shade. "Are you injured?"

Sherlock pulled his hand from his head and saw a splash of red. "Just a laceration, I think," he said quietly.

His mother's expression darkened. She was almost never angry, but when she was, she was more fearsome than anyone Sherlock had ever seen, Mycroft included. "Stay here, sweetheart," she said with deceptive softness. "I'm going to fetch the first aid kit." Standing, she rounded on her heel and stormed up the stairs. "**MYCROFT CHARLAMANE HOLMES! COME HERE THIS INSTANT!**" No one argued with Mummy Holmes when she was in this sort of mood. No one.

Sherlock's eyes slid over to the wreck of a piano. They burned and itched, but he did not cry. Fine. If this was the way things were going to be…fine. He stood, flinching against the pounding pressure in his skull. It hurt, but he was not concussed. He might need stitches…but he could do that himself. Pressing his hand to his head to staunch the bleeding, Sherlock shuffled out of the room.


	2. A Chemical Defect

**Thank you to everyone who has read, favorite, and/or followed this story. Your support is much appreciated. ^_^**

* * *

><p><span>Chapter One<span>: A Chemical Defect.

The violins swelled with the notes of a hesitation waltz. The musicians had slowed the tempo so the dancers were moving at a walking pace. It was a deliberately calculated move, because none of the Gala's participants were _actually_ there to dance. This was not a celebration, it was politics in motion.

Sherlock detested these kinds of gatherings and all the false niceties associated with them. He had only attended so that he could close his latest case. The case, and the invitation to this Gala, had both come to him through Mycroft. Sherlock was invited to all of Mycroft's high handed soirees, but he never attended. He didn't take cases from his brother either, but this one was at least an eight, and he hadn't worked a case above a four in two months. Also, Mycroft may have not so subtly threatened something about exile if Sherlock didn't capitulate 'just this once.'

A very important and _secret_ trade agreement had gone missing from the master vaults of the prime minister. At first Mycroft had been _sure_ he would be dealing with an international incident. When, inexplicably, there hadn't been one, he'd called on Sherlock. Because Sherlock hadn't returned his calls in over two decades, any visits they had were the result of kidnapping or, more commonly, breaking and entering.

Regardless, Sherlock was here now, and moments away from making his final move. Arthur Jones, one of the two main candidates for the next Prime Minister, was about to be arrested for treason.

The smartest thing for any aspiring criminal to do would be to sell the trade agreement to the highest bidder on the black market, where it could then be used for blackmail. The fact that nothing of the sort appeared to have happened, was exactly what had allowed Sherlock to deduce the document's location.

Due to a burst water pipe, the venue for this very Gala was only recently moved to the same building the document had been stolen from. Decoration and planning had forced large sections of the building to be shut down, and the rest of the building to be overrun with extra staff who were working hard to ensure the Gala was not delayed. These fevered preparations had begun the same morning the trade agreement had been reported missing.

Security guards, clerks, and several truly honest persons had been immediately, and pointlessly, fired, with no leads to show for it. Sherlock would have been able to tell the Yard that for nothing. Stealing such a dangerous document was a move so ballsy that only a delusional low-ranking employee, or someone of significant political power, who was confident in their ability to get away with it, would even attempt it. The seamlessness with which the documents had disappeared, and the fresh graphite found on the lock to the vault had given it all away.

During his recent campaign push, Arthur had been hanging all over the current prime minister, squeezing every possible pointless photo and public visit out of their friendship. He was running under the over-used campaign promise that he was a man of the people who would sort out the corruption in the system. The lock to the documents vault had not been tampered with, aside from fresh graphite being found inside. The locks were regularly maintained and everyone, except Sherlock and Mycroft, suspected the fresh graphite was part of this maintenance, meant to help keep the lock lubricated. Sherlock suspected that Arthur had made an impression of the prime minister's key during one of their endless public appearances or private dinners, and used the impression to create a copy. The copy might be slightly rough, and so he had applied graphite to the lock to help things along.

Once he'd obtained to documents he'd stored them in his office; every political office held a secret compartment or two these days. His plan had no doubt been to sell the trade agreement secretly. This would not only make him money, but provide excellent discussion material for his campaign to end corruption in the government.

He hadn't counted on the burst pipe, though. With so much activity and people rushing into the building just after he's secured the trade agreement, it hadn't been safe to remove it from his office. Tonight, however, the Gala would stop being a deterrent, instead working in favor of Mr. Jones. After he had made his speeches, and anything else he intended to accomplish, he could sneak back to his office and slip quietly outside without anyone being the wiser. All Sherlock had to do now was catch him in the act.

It didn't matter to Sherlock that he was ridding the world, or at least the local government of a greedy, over-reaching rat of a man. There would be others to replace him. The only things that really mattered were the facts, the game, and who came out on top. Sherlock had devoted his entire adult life to the game, and his invented craft as a consulting detective; there wasn't a person alive who could beat him.

Mycroft's intellect and observation rivaled his own, but the idiot had devoted himself to politics, which meant that, even though he had known the truth before coming to Sherlock, he'd needed his little brother to do his dirty work for him.

A cruel smirk twisted on Sherlock's lips. He could see his brother, milling with the movers and shakers of the world, careful to always stay on the sidelines. He may be a consulting detective, but Mycroft was a consulting politician. He'd been the real power behind the British Government for... seven years now…or was it eight? He never made a point of keeping useless facts in his brain. It didn't matter. His quarry was in sight, and all he needed to do was wait…

A delicately gloved hand slid smoothly along his own, connecting him at the elbow to one Molly Hooper. Sherlock suppressed a sigh of irritation. The young morgue assistant worked at St. Bart's hospital. She'd had an appalling crush on him for at least three years. If she hadn't given him unrestricted access to the laboratories and, occasionally, the bodies, he never would have spoken with her. As was, it behooved him to encourage her idiotic flirtation. She was so infatuated it hardly required any effort on his part. A casual smile here, a brush of fingers along the back of her hand there, and she became a very pliant tool. Lately however…

"May I steal a dance, Mr. Holmes?" She asked, her voice uncharacteristically low. She was trying for sultry, but she'd only made herself sound like a victim of laryngitis.

"What are you doing here, Molly?" he asked dryly, not bothering to turn his eyes on her.

She pressed her free hand to her chest and gasped in badly feigned shock. "So you _do_ remember my name."

"This is a highly secured function; guests are allowed by invitation only," Sherlock drawled impatiently, tracking Arthur's progress as he moved through the room. The would-be politician was speaking with all the right people and arranging all the right opportunities to be photographed. He had been 'working the room' for some time, but it would still be ten minutes before he began slinking back towards his office.

"I was invited," Molly pouted. "I gave Charles Braxton's secretary first aid when she feinted in the morgue. She'd come to ask about the Langton murders, and I was in the middle of an autopsy. It's not an easy thing to charge into a room and see a corpse flayed open like that. It was only a bump on the head, she didn't even have a concussion, but Mr. Braxton was grateful for my help." She turned her hard, dark brown gaze at him. "_Some _people do have a heart, it seems."

Sherlock snorted with derisive, humorless laughter. "Some people have a cock and a healthy sex drive, you mean. Even _you_ must have observed that he is sleeping with her." Sherlock finally turned his eyes towards Molly, his stare lingering as it moved up her body. "I rather think he would like to add you to his conquests."

Molly's eyes narrowed. "Maybe I should take him up on it then. That's how things work in your world, isn't it? Favors bought and paid for without any consideration for real emotional connection."

Sherlock held her gaze, but only just. He looked _bored_. "That's how the world _works_, Ms. Hooper. If I am the first person to acquaint you with that fact, then your education has been quite overdue…" Her nails dug into the fabric of his suit when he turned away again, following Arthur's movements once more.

"Dance one dance with me, and I will never bother you again."

The timber of her voice was an odd mixture of sorrow, anger, and resolution. Sherlock turned his full attention on her for the first time that evening. He could see the hurt and righteous indignation that announced she'd finally realized that she would never receive his affections—he had none to give. What he did not see, was deception. She truly meant to remove herself from his life after tonight. She meant to leave St. Barts and England altogether. She was going to practice medicine in some tropical location… This would mean he would need to tediously ingratiate himself with Bart's next morgue assistant…but it also meant he would be free from Molly's cloying emotions, and any tedium they might cause. "Agreed."

Sherlock lead her onto the dance floor, and they began to move. He was, of course, classically trained in ballroom dancing. Being a foolhardy romantic, Ms. Hooper had apparently taken the time to educate herself. She moved confidently, and took direction well. That, at least, was refreshing.

"For a long time, I pitied you," she began, quietly enough so that only he could hear. "A world without love is hardly worth living in."

"Love is a fairytale, Ms. Hooper," Sherlock retaliated, never breaking eye contact. The reality is little more than a chemical defect, which puts one at a great disadvantage."

"You don't put much stock in happiness, do you?" He declined to dignify her question with an answer. Unfortunately, she did not seem in the least bit put off. "What a great misfortune it would be to you, Mr. Holmes, if you found yourself in dire need of the very emotional attachments you so abhor."

Sherlock fought the urge to grind his teeth. She'd been reading Jane Austin novels again. "No one has ever died from a lack of _love_, Ms. Hooper." He spat the word contemptuously, counting the seconds until his obligatory dance was concluded.

"You're a man of science, Mr. Holmes. Have you completely dismissed the research on non-organic failure to thrive? Even if you have, there are now other ways to die from a broken heart."

"If you're speaking of a physically broken and/or ruptured heart, then I must agree. There are 172 ways to die of a broken heart." He dipper her low as the song ended; she arched her head back and smiled.

"I am speaking of a new _chemical_ way to die of a broken heart," she murmured as he pulled her back to her feet. "I've just poisoned you, Mr. Holmes."

She brought one of her gloved hands before his face. In it, she held an empty syringe which held the smallest trace of blood on the tip. In a swift movement, she capped the needle and leaned forward to slide the syringe into his jacket pocket. Her breath brushed his ear as she spoke. "The only antidote that will save you, are the very chemicals your own body releases when you are in love."

Sherlock arched a condescending eyebrow, not in the least worried. "Even if you could craft a poison as delicate and complex as that—which is clearly _not_ the case, as I am still very much alive, chemical reactions are easily synthesized."

Molly's self-satisfied smile never left her face. "It's a slow acting poison, Mr. Holmes. It will take you two years to die; I want you to see your own destruction coming, without being able to stop it. No synthesized chemicals will work, only the natural ones will. You'll need a sustained 'dose' of love. Those very chemicals you scorn start slowly, build, and then settle into a varying stability as a relationship develops. The subtleties are …complex." She leaned forward then, and placed a gentle kiss on his cheek. "Good luck, Mr. Holmes."

She pulled back and slipped away from him. He stood alone on the dance floor, stationary in a sea of moving couples, and watched her leave the building.


End file.
